220               SAILOR     ON     HORSEBACK

students and three hundred faculty members, nearly the
entire university, jammed Woolsey Hall. Jack was given a
warm reception as he walked on to the stage, and was
listened to attentively as he told of seven million men in all
countries of the world who "are fighting with all their
might for the conquest of the wealth of the world, and for
the complete overthrow of existing society. They call
themselves comrades, these men, as they stand shoulder to
shoulder under the banner of revolt. Here is tremendous
human force, here is power; the revolutionists are swayed
by a great passion, they have much reverence for humanity
but little reverence for the rule of the dead." After an hour
of dissecting the capitalist system with an economic scalpel
he concluded with the challenge, "The capitalist class has
failed in its management, and its management is to be taken
away from it. Seven million men of the working class say
that they are going to get the rest of the working class to
join with them, and take that management away. The
revolution is here, now. Stop it who can!"

In spite of the fact that he " shocked them out of their
socks," as Doctor Irvine put it, and that not twenty students
in the audience agreed with a word he uttered, he received an
ovation when he finished. Yale University sportingly refused
to take any rent for the Hall, and the entire gate, at twenty-
five cents a head, went into the treasury of the New Haven
Socialist Local, a windfall.

After the lecture Jack, Doctor Irvine and a hand-picked
group of a dozen of the best debaters at the University went
to Old Mory's for beer and solid talk. It was Jack against
the field; from all reports of the rough-and-tumble dis-
cussion, in which he tried to prove that private property is
based on either seizure or theft, Jack held his own even if
he did not make any converts. When he and Doctor Irvine
reached the latter's home at four o'clock in the morning they
found a group of working-men waiting to thank him for his
lecture. At eight o'clock the next morning the door-bell was
rung by a gangling red-headed reporter from the Yale News
who wanted a personal interview with Jack London because